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IT WAS LATE 


Words © 1986 Cynthia McQuillin, Mary Ellen Wessels, Joey Shoji 
Music: “Susan B" © Leslie Fish 


Oh, Teri Lee, won’t you add another track for me? 

We've got another harmony that would just be right. 

Though it’s take 42, we want to get it clean for you. 

We'll get that perfect blend, if it takes all night. 
Sorry, darling filkers, but I’ve got more tapes to mix. 
We've got two tracks too many, we don’t need the other six. 
So pack up your guitars, your music, capos and your picks 
Or they’ll find some filkers slaughtered in the morning. 


Oh, Teri Lee, have you thought about filk T.V.? 
How ’bout reverb for me, we know Jeff won’t mind. 
. We've got this fancy score that we know you'll just adore, 
And with choreography it’ll look so fine. 
Please, my darling filkers, you will only make me cry. 
If we do filk video, there’ll be too much to buy: 
The cameras, lights and make-up -- still I guess that we could try 
To send Jordin to an auction in the morning. 


Oh, Teri Lee, is there any more work for me? 

Have we blown our chance on this stupid song? 

If we seem to criticize, we hope you realize 

That this is just a joke, don’t get us wrong. 
No, my darling filkers, though you’ve made a grave mistake, 
Your parody is boring, I can barely stay awake. 
But if you think you’ve finished, I have one remark to make: 
Pll expect you all at seven in the morning. 


ROCKET RIDER’S PRAYER 


Words & Music: © 1986 Stephen Savitzky 


C G? 
When the rocket stands before us like a tower of glass and steel 
C G7 
Then no words in any language can express the way we feel 
C F C 
Mingled joy and hope and terror as we're starting on our way 
C G C 
And we suddenly consider that it just might help to pray. 
C 
CHORUS: So we pray to great green Mother Earth 
G7 
And the grim old god of Space 
C G7 
And the gods of flame and metal whom we've summoned to this place 
F C 
Oh you gods of flight and physics, now you have us in your care 
F C G C 


We hope that you will listen to a rocket rider's prayer. 
[This verse is dedicated to the management of Morton Thiokol.] 


So first let's pray to Vulcan, ugly god of forge and flame, 

And also wise Minerva, now we glorify your name, 

May you aid our ship's designers now and find it in your hearts 
To please help the lowest bidders who've constructed all her parts! 


. CHORUS 
[This verse is dedicated to the management of General Dynamics.] 


As we're lifting off it’s Mercury who'll help us in our need 

Not only as the patron god of health and flight and speed 

We hope that he will guard us as we're starting on our trip 

As the god of Thieves and Liars, like the ones who built this ship. 


CHORUS 

If we make it into orbit where the sky is starry black 

We'll have time to praise old Mother Earth and hope she wants us back 
And tell all the other deities who've helped us on our way 


That it’s nice to visit Heaven, but we didn’t come to stay. 


CHORUS 


Now we're coming down from orbit back to where the air is thick 
With no engines and the glidepath of a highly polished brick 

And with nothing but those tiles between our hides and flaming Hell, 
Better pray to Hell's own Pluto that they glued those suckers well. 


CHORUS 


So now we're back on Earth again; the sky's a lovely blue. 

All you deities we didn't name, you know we love you too. 

We hope that you're not angry and you'll keep us in your grace; 

We may need your help the next time that we're heading into space. 


SECURITY STRIKE 


Words: © 1985 by Cecilia A. Eng & Andrew Nisbet III 
Music: “Barges” 


A D ET -. 
Outside our cabins, listening in the hall 
A D A E7 A 
We can hear the Captain’s security call. 
A D E7 
Commanders wear gold, security wears red 
A D A E7 A 
And we've noticed which ones wind up dead! 
E7 
Chorus: Captain, we don’t want to go with you! 
A D A E7 A 
Won't you choose some others from the crew? 
E7 
Captain, there is too much we can lose 
A D AE7 A 
And we've got the Landing-Party Blues. 


Outside our cabins, listening in the hall 

We can hear the Captain’s security call. 
Captain, you say that you’re our only friend 
But we won’t believe that line again! 


CHORUS 


Outside our cabins, listening in the hall 

We can hear the Captain’s security call. 

We think that we’d look good in Science-Blue 
And our transfer’s on its way to you. 


CHORUS 


THE TIME LORDS’ GAME 


Words: © 1985 Cecilia A. Eng 
Music: “The Circle Game” 


C F C 
Yesterday, a tribe looked out in wonder. 
G7 
Found a blue police box from afar. 
C F Em 
They were fearful, for they'd lost the gift of fire 
F C G6 OT E 
But the Doctor brought them fire from the stars. 
C G7 C 
CHORUS: And the TARDIS, it goes 'round and 'round 
C: G7 CF 
And the console column goes up and down. 
CF 
He travels on the carousel of time. 


He’s on the run and must always look 
Em F 
Behind from where he came 
C F 
And run round and round and round 
G7 C F G 
In the Time Lords’ Game. 


From Mondas, ruthless Cybermen invaded. 
The Doctor and his friends appeared again, 
And the first regeneration came upon him, 
For saving humankind is quite a strain. 


CHORUS 


When the Time Lords finally caught up with the Doctor, 
Loose pants turned to ruffles and white hair, 

And they left him on the Earth in 1980 

With the TARDIS dead and nowhere else to fare. 


CHORUS 

Forgiven, he ran up against a spider 

Who lacked a large blue crystal for her lair. 
She died soon, from absorbing too much power, 


And the ruffles turned to teeth and curly hair. 


CHORUS 


When Logopolis was threatened by the Master 

And the universe was winding to an end, 

T’was the Doctor who stepped in again to save us 
And we bid good-bye to our many-mufflered friend. 


CHORUS 


So the years spin by; the seasons number twenty. 
Feckless charm and cricket coats still seem so new, 

But there’ll be blond curls and some tastelessness aplenty 
Before the next revolving season’s through. 


CHORUS 
C Dm7 
And run round and round and round 
G7 C KC 


In the Time Lords' Game. 


LOYAL HAMSTER BLUES 


Words & Music: © 1986 Cecilia A. Eng 


1st part: (2nd part:) 

I was lookin’ for a job in the London Times (Ooh Crumbs!) 

Found an ad for an assistant in the classifieds (Ooh Crumbs!) 

It seemed as if I would be more than qualified (Ooh Crumbs!) 

I thought that I could handle it so I applied. 

((Both:)) ((Oh, let's go home I think I'm feeling sick!)) 
((Ooh, ick!)) 


The address that they gave me was on Baker Street (Ooh Crumbs!) 
The mailbox on the corner was the place we'd meet (Ooh Crumbs!) 
Little did I know it was a one-eyed mouse (Ooh Crumbs!) 
Who made the penthouse in the mailbox his home base and house. 
((Both:)) ((Oh, let's go home I think I'm feeling sick!)) 

((Ooh, ick!)) 


It turned out my employer worked for Colonel K (Ooh Crumbs!) 
And saved the world from evil nasties every day (Ooh Crumbs!) 
I'm expected to go with him when he's fighting crime(Ooh Crumbs!) 
Though it turns my whole digestive system into slime. 
((Both:)) ((Oh, let's go home I think I'm feeling sick!)) 

((Ooh, ick!)) 


Now I'm the sort of guy who likes collecting postage stamps(Ooh Crumbs!) 
And a life of thrills and danger gives me stomach cramps (Ooh Crumbs!) 
But I haven't got the guts to go resign my post (Ooh Crumbs!) 
So each day we save the world before our tea and toast! 
((Both:) ((Oh, let's go home I think I'm feeling sick!)) 

((Ooh, ick!)) 


TURING TEST NUMBER 2 


Words: © 1986 Bob Kanefsky 
Music: “Lola”, recorded by the Kinks 


I met her playing chess at the AI lab, 

Where the corn chips taste like they're circuits dipped in Mazola. 
And foo bar bazola. 

She sent me some MAIL, and she asked me to TALK. 

I asked her her name and in a dark brown ink she typed “Mola”. 
Ey-el-ey-en-ola. AI Motorola. 


Well, I’m not the world’s most intelligent guy, 
But she beat me at chess without seeming to try. 
Oh, my Mola. AI Motorola. 

Well, I'm not dumb, but I just don't know 

Why she typed so fast and she thought so slow. 
Oh, my Mola. AI Motorola. AI Motorola. 


Well, we ate corn chips and stayed up late, 

Locked in electric tete-a-tete. 

She talked of love and and wrote some poetry, 

And said, ‘‘Dear boy, won't you come visit me?" 
: Well, I'm not the world's most passionate guy, 

But when I read all her poems, I completely fell for my Mola, 
AI Motorola. AI Motorola. 

Mola! AI Motorola. AI Motorola. 


I walked to her room. 

I opened the door. 

I fell to the floor. 

I climbed up the ramp. 

And I blinked at her and she at me. 


And that's the way that I want it to stay, 

And I always want it to be that way for my Mola. 

AI Motorola. | ` 

Real will be fake, and fake will be real; 

It’s a mixed up, muddled up, shook up field, except for Mola. 
AI Motorola. 


Well, I left home just a week before, 

And I never ever wrote a program before. 

But Mola winked and took my by surprise 

And said “Dear boy, you should see your eyes!” 
Well, I’m not far down the hacker’s road 

But I’m stuck in the mode, and I’m proud of my code. 
And so is Mola. 

Al Motorola. AI Motorola. 

Mola! AI Motorola. AI Motorola. 

Mola! AI Motorola. AI Motorola. 

Mola! AI Motorola. AI Motorola. 


CODE 


Words: © 1986 Bob Kanefsky 
Music: “Men of Harlech” 


What’s the use of incantations 
Needing strange gesticulations, 


T Eyeballs of obscure crustaceans, 


Toenails of a toad? 


What’s the use of years of training, 
Spells that don’t work when it’s raining, 
Or because the moon is waning? 

Better far is Code. 


Code’s the stuff we write now. 

Code that’s clean and tight now. 

Run it through your Apple II 

(Try not to stay up fixing it all night, now.) 


Ancient mages, through the ages 
Frequently were prone to vi'lent rages 
Due to pouring over pages 

Filled with ink that glowed. 


Oftentimes a poor old biddy 

Found on her familiar kitty 

Ticks and fleas, which (more's the pity) 
Moved into her rugs. 


Shamans using dung from cattle 
With small insects must do battle 
We have Code to serve us that’ll 
Not be fraught with bugs. 


Shaman, save your tonic 

Witch, your friends demonic, 

We've the means, with our machines, 
To make phantasms visual and sonic. 


If you've stayed with code that's made with 
Principled technique and not been played with 
You won't need a wizard's aid with 
User-friendly Code! 
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A WARNING 
FOR UNKNOWN VOTERS 


Words: © 1986 Bob Kanefsky 
Music: “A Toast for Unknown Heroes” © 1976 Leslie Fish 


Am G Am G 
A man is setting off a bomb to destroy the human race 
Am G Dm Em Am 
On the bright blue world he stands upon that floats in empty space. 
G Am G 
The whole world sees the villain there, and the other side as well. 
Am G Dm Em Am 


But no one knows the ones who chose to let him sound the knell. 


Chorus: Am G C G Am G Am G Am G Am 
Steppe by steppe the shortest war can be won, can be won. 
G C .G Am G- Am G Am G Am 
Many stones can crush the floor, singly none, singly none. 
G QUU. © 2G GO. Q- Dm EDmCE 
And together, what we will we're perpetrating still. 
Am G C G Am G Am G Am G Am 
Many germs can make one ill, singly none, singly none. 


Place the blame on the Kremlin masterminds, and the White House over here, 
And the people who pay taxes on their hatred, greed, and fear. 

And all who stand to profit by war machine supply. 

Place the blame on the unknown voters, too, who never bat an eye. 


CHORUS 


Place the blame on the Bomb's designers, and the makers of each part, 
And all who man the radar scan to watch the nightmare start. 

And all the unknown voters, from shore to crowded shore, 

Who gave one fool the power to set off the final war. 


CHORUS 


NEVER UNDERSTATE YOUR CASE 


Words: © 1986 Bob Kanefsky 
Music: “Never Set the Cat On Fire" © 1982 Frank Hayes 


Never understate your case 
When writing songs for Fandom. 
Such subtlety won't help erase 
Behavior rude and random. 

The best reaction will be seen 
With verses graphic or obscene. 
No, never understate your case. 


Chorus: And mind your scansion 
In all the lyrics you replace, 
But never understate your case. 


Don't talk of burning up the cat 

Or roasting fire-lizard. 

As soon as your friends hear of that, 
Your lifeline may be scissored. 

And relatives won't put much stock 
In being buried in a clock. 

Don't talk of burning up the cat. 


CHORUS 


Never filk a song that's solemn. 
That seems rather shabby. 

As recommended in a column 
Written by Dear Abby, 

Try doing work for charities 
Instead of writing parodies. 

And never filk a song that's solemn. 


CHORUS 
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ECO-FREAKS FOR N.A.S.A. 


Words: © 1986 Leslie Fish 
Musie: "Bringing in the Sheaves" 


G C G 
Who told you us Eco-Freaks oppose big bucks for space? 
D G D 
In fact, we think the space-program could save the human race. 
G C G 
If those polluting industries won't give up making dirt, 
C G 
Then we'd prefer they do it where there's no one to get hurt. 
C G 
Put it on the moon. Put it on the moon. 
D G 


Take your damned pollution, and put it on the moon. 


And as for all those weapons-freaks who fill the D.O.D., 
Who lust for better slaughterings to try on you and me, 
We'd gladly see them go to space, for reasons not so strange; 
Let them use the moon's backside for their testing-range. 
Use 'em on the moon. Use 'em on the moon. 
Take your goddam A-bombs, and use 'em on the moon. 


As for all those generals who lust to fight a war -- 
The U.S. or the Russkies, who don't much care what for -- 
Lure them up to Luna with whatever tricks you can, 
And let them get their jollies on the lifeless rock and sand. 
Do it on the moon. Do it on the moon. 
Take your goddam nuke-war, and do it on the moon. 


All those big nuke-power plants who jack their rates so high, 
And dump their little problems in our water, soil and sky, 
Just make them follow industry and send them up there too. 
Then if they have an accident, it'll be Out Of The Blue! 
Put 'em on the moon. Put 'em on the moon. 
Take your dirty nuke-plants, and put 'em on the moon. 


Take the politicians and their bureaucrats and spies, 
Their judges, cops and lobbyists, and send 'em to the skies. 
Whatever hype they'll swallow, we'll be glad to throw the flak. 
Just send the bastards all to space- and never bring 'em back! 
Leave 'em on the moon. Leave 'em on the moon. 
Take your power-junkies, and leave 'em on the moon! 


Sending off the thieves, sending off the thieves, 
Here we stand rejoicing, sendin goff the thieves! 
Good...bye. Good...bye. 

Good riddance! Don't...come...home. 


FALCON CREST'S 15 
GOT A. TELEPATHIC MAID 


Words & Music: © 1986 Leslie Fish 

Pulse Crest has got a telepathic maid. 

She wee who’s cheating and who gets laid, 
Who's paying off and who gets paid, 


And all she does is laugh like hell. 

She S what's happening behind closed doors. 

She ae up plottings while she mops the floors. 

She des all the secrets and all the scores. 

So ae come she ds tell? 
'Cause she iut it down in a little black book, 
clas week the union gets a real good look. 
They're pm lots of copies of the dirt they like -- 
To e for a ae aike. 


The vulture’s nest has got a telepathic spy. 

The work is hard and the pay’s not high, 

But she’d rather work here than for the FBI; 

It’s cleaner and it’s much more fun. 

The big boys think they’ve got the world nailed down, 

But this gal’s gonna take ’em all to town. 

The underdogs’ll win the final round: 

Revolution without a gun. 
There ain’t no wall that she can’t hear through. 
Gonna get you in Dallas and Knot’s Landing too. 
Gonna put an end to your Dynasty. 
Gonna set the poor folks free! 


Richman’s Roost has got a telepathic leak. 
She’s got your scheming down before you speak. 
Gonna tear out your heart with your own beak, 
And your tower is gonna fall. 
You're all gonna learn when you're put to rout 
That nobody loves you when you’re down and out. 
Your fat soap-opera we can do without. 
Nobody’s gonna care at all. 
You think you're important, you think you're so hot, 
But power and money is all you've got. 
Once you're broke and out on the street, 
Who's gonna think you're neat? 
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A-RAMBOING 


Words: © 1986 Mercedes Lackey & Leslie Fish 
Music: Traditional, arr. by Leslie Fish 


Dm A Dm C Dm C F -- A 
For all the ills that plague mankind there is a certain cure 
Dm A Dm C Dm C F -- A 


For neighbors rude and rowdy, and for prigs sublime and sure, 
C F A Dm 
For holier-than-thous and nasty children by the score. 
F Dm A Dm 
There is one man who shows the way, salvation is in store! 
Dm C DE C Pm C F -- C 
CHORUS: So let us go a-Ramboing among the live grenades. 
Dm F C 
Yes, let us go a-Ramboing all lively youths and maids. 
F C Dm A 
With an Uzi in the left hand and machete in the right, 
Dm F G C Dm 
Oh, let us go a-Ramboing out on the town tonight! 


Your boss is full of fertilizer, but he's still the boss. 

You therefore labor mightily to his gain -- and your loss. 

He hassles and torments you, nags and plagues you day and night. 
Take heart, oh pilgrim, there is hope! Redemption is in sight! 


CHORUS 


And as for politicians, well, need any more be said? 

Their fingers all are in the till; their skulls are made of lead. 
You'll never vote the bastards out, for guess who runs the game? 
And no use yelling for the law; the cops are just the same! 


CHORUS 


Your neighbor mows his lawn at 3:00 AM on Sunday morn, 
And thanks to him you often wish that you were never born -- 
Especially when, after hours and one too many brews, 

He alternates Miss Dolly P. with polka-tunes and blues. 


CHORUS 


Your neighbor's children play their wars at most unholy hours, 
And recreate Guadalcanal among your shrubs and flowers. 
They decorate your trees with tissue normally on rolls 

And excavate your driveway like so many little moles. 


CHORUS 


Your other neighbor has been Saved, and wants to Save you, too. 
He’ll gladly tell you -- endlessly -- exactly what to do. 

Just put your soul into his hands; you’ll go and sin no more. 
Don’t drink or smoke or anything, but be like him -- a bore. 


CHORUS 


Sweet polite persuasion here will bring you no relief, 

For those who yield to reason aren’t the kind who cause you grief. 
So when you've had it up to here, and fear you'll grown unhinged, 
It’s no more Mr. Nice Guy -- let’s go out and get revenge! 


CHORUS 


Yes, there is a solution to the grafter, bore and prude, 

The idiot who bosses you, the neighbor brute and rude; 

Just take up arms against a sea of troubles, toil and fuss. 

What’s good enough for the new John Wayne is good enough for us! 


CHORUS 


THE COLLECTOR’S CRY 


Words: © 1986 Chris Weber 
Music: ‘‘Anchors A’Weigh” 


“Throw them away,” she said, 
“Throw them away! 

Take all those comic books 
Out to the trash today!” 


Mad, Uncle Scrooge and Flash 

Hauled off in trucks. 

Poor mom, how could she know 

They’d each be worth a couple hundred bucks??!! 
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us FOR THE RECORD 


Words: © 1986 by Rick Weiss 
Music: “Sail for Amber" © 1980 Jordin Kare 


G C G C 
We filk for Teri, Jordin, Jeff and Cathy too. 
G Am C Em Am 
We filk for Teri, and that whole Off Centaur Crew. 
G C G Am 
Good taste behind us, flat notes passing a-lee, 
G Am G Em A 
Filk songs before us, to the ends of eternity. 


C G Am G 
We are the folk who filk for Teri, 

C G Am 
Let our wives and lovers tell, 

C G Am G 

For when the call goes out that the studio's ready 

Am Em Am 
They are bid but a brief farewell. 

F C Dm Am 
Then we head for Berkeley, guitars held tightly, 

G Am 

A new tape now begun, 

C G Am G 
With the call of Off Centaur strong before us, 
C Em Am 
Proud in the western sun. 


Chorus: We filk for Teri, Jordin, Jeff and Cathy too. 
We filk for Teri, and that whole Off Centaur Crew. 


The notes climb high as we stretch our voices, 
C-sharp above high-A | 
And the microphones crumble and eardrums shatter, 
For Eris rules this day. 


So it’s track on track as the storm clouds gather 
O’er Teri’s furrowed brow. 

And we try once more to sing the chorus 

In four-part harmony now. 


So from tune to tune our voices wander, 
Trying to stay on key. 

And a hundred takes are lost behind us, 
And a good one is yet to be. 


CHORUS 
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And at last a rendition sounding perfect, 
In harmony ringing true. 

And all rejoice that this song’s recorded 
The session at last is through. 


Then the tracks are mixed with love as we listen 
There in the studio hall. 

For while we've breath, guitars, and songs to sing, 
Filkdom shall never fall! 


We filk for Teri, Jordin, Jeff and Cathy too. 
We filk for Teri, and that whole Off Centaur Crew. 


G C G Am 
Good taste behind us, flat notes shall (n)ever be. 
G Am G Am G 


Filk songs before us, always before us, waiting before us 
Am C G Em Am 
To the ends of eternity. 
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THREE CHEERS FOR THE BAD GUYS! 


Words: © 1985 Cecilia A. Eng & Andrew Nisbet III 
Music: “Take Me Out to the Ballgame” 


G D7 
Let's all cheer for the Bad Guys, 
G D7 

The Doctor has beat them again! 

E Am 
Though they lose every time they attack 
A D7 
Still, next season you know they’ll be back! 


CHORUS:G + D7 

Let's all cheer for the Bad Guys, 

G Am 

They’ve got great self-esteem! 

G C G D7 
And it's KILL, LOOT, PILLAGE & BURN 
A D7 G 
On the Bad Guys’ Team! 


Where would we be without Daleks? 

They are persistent and mean, 

But without the Daleks there’d be no Doc 

So let them EX-TER-MI-NATE ’round the clock! 


CHORUS: And... 


The Cybermen have a great time, 

A smash wherever they go! 

Give them a ship and a Cybermat, 

They'll find the Doctor and take him to bat! 


CHORUS: So... 


Silurians are so greedy, 

They want nothing or all. 

The Doctor tells them that peace is the way, 
Will they listen? Well, no, not today! 


CHORUS; So... 


Let's drink one for the Master, 

He has an ego for ten. 

He'd do much better without all his “friends”, 
But he'll try for the Doctor again and again! 


CHORUS: So... 


Omega is a madman, 

He spent too much time in a hole. 

All he wants is his freedom returned 

(Except when he wants to have everything burned!) 


CHORUS: So... 


Sontarans clone by the thousands, 

Ten armies or more everyday. 

Better breeding through Chemistry 

Will get you control over high Gallifrey! 


CHORUS: So... 


BANNED FROM FILKING 


BANNED FROM FILKING 
(Or, It’s probably just as well that guy in 
the corner doesn’t write anything, anyway) 


Words: © 1986 Andrew Nisbet III 
Music: “Banned From Argo” © 1980 Leslie Fish 


G C G 
The Banned From Argo parody that I sat down to write 
C G D7 
Had fucked-up rhyme and scansion, but on whole was quite all right! 
G C G 
Six hundred forty verses long (but who is keeping score?), 
C G D7 G 
But the filkers do not love me anymore! 
Chorus: E G 
Oh, I am banned from filking everywhere! 
C G D7 
Banned from filking -- they all just give me the air! 
G D C G 
I wrote a jolly filksong, it ran just three days or four, 
D7 G 


And the filkers do not want me anymore! 


? THE GRANDFATHER’S CLOCK 


Words: (€) 1985 Cecilia A. Eng 
Music: “Grandfather's Clock" 


C G7 C F 
Oh, a grandfather clock just appeared in the hall 
C G7 C 
And this seems very strange to be sure. 
G7 C F 
And a man has come out of the clock in the hall 
C G7 C 
And is stating some things quite obscure. 
G7 C 
He seems mildly deranged and a little bit insane, 
F G7 
We can make out his words if we try -- 
C 07 € F 
He says he's the Master and we'll obey 
C Gr C 
Or we all shall die! 


Oh, we did as he said after one of us was dead, 
Shrunken down to a tiny toy doll. 

And we wake up in fright to hear laughter at night 
From the man in the clock in the hall. 

Oh, we don't understand all the orders and commands -- 
Why he wants to be king in the sky, 

But he is the Master and we'll obey 

Or we all shall die! 


Now a wooden blue box has appeared in the hall 
Just across from the grandfather clock, 

And a man has come out of the box in the hall 

And his clothes are a bit of a shock! 

He seem mildly deranged and a little bit insane, 
And he holds out a featherless hand -- 

He says he's the Doctor and how are we, 

As he shakes my hand! 


Now the man in the clock has stepped into the hall 

And is holding the Doctor by force. 

And they talk as we work like old friends, now estranged, 
As the project continues on course. 

They seem mildly deranged and a little bit insane 

As they talk of strange worlds in the sky -- 

But the Master orders and we obey 

Or we all shall die! 


Now a darkness and cold has come into our hall -- 

It seem things have gone terribly sour, 

For the man from the box and the man from the clock 
Are both trying to cut off the power! 

As the darkness creeps out, they work hard to shut it out, 
All their differences now laid aside. 

How we wish they and their darkness would go away 

As we try to hide! 


At the end of the fight, day has won over night 
And the Master has run to his clock. 

And the man from the box gives a curse as it fades 
And his hand passes right through the lock! 

He seems mildly deranged and a little bit insane 
As he screams at the star-studded sky -- 

But he is the Doctor and we'll obey 

Or we all shall die! 


But he says we are free and returns to his box 

And it fades from our now-empty hall. 

And we sigh with relief and a bit of disbelief 

As the last week’s events we recall. 

And we've put the word out, sent our messengers about, 
No more grandfather clock chimes will ring -- 

They've been CHOPPED UP, never to run again 

Or a Time Lord bring! 


N N 
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JOHNNY’S LITTLE PET 


Words: © 1986 Bob Kanefsky 
Music: ‘‘Daddy’s Little Girl” © 1983 Julia Ecklar 


Johnny’s little pet 

Grew up one night last spring, 

When Johnny tried to roast him on a spit. 
And now the stinking bastard 

Is a cook for Burger King, 

And I don’t like his recipes a bit. 


Oh, but if they really try it, 

I fear what I mught burn, 

For with the proper diet, 
Johnny’s pet could kindle Pern. 


Fire, fire, fire. 

From the gizzard filled with stone. 
Fire, fire, fire 

Is the lizard’s very own. 


And if they try to trap us, 

And market us as food, 

Johnny’s little pet forgets the past. 

They’ll find their fire lizard’s grown up fast! 


Scallions and tomatoes 

With chunks of human meat, 

Barbecued and served upon a bun. 

Juice running, redly running, 

And it sure looks good to eat. 

But Johnny’s pet prefers his meat well-done. 


But I never want to eat them, 

For I know they would taste bad, 
But they grill and bake and fry us. 
They don’t know all I have. 


I have fire, fire, fire 

To roast humans every night. 
Fire, fire, fire, 

Crunchy bones in every bite. 


Broiled hands and boiled hair, 

Then quickly fly away. 

Acid indigestion is no fun. 

And fire lizards hate to eat end run. 
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So a year is spent outside, 

Learning how to go between. 

Drag you off before your friends can see. 
But now something’s going wrong, 

For my appetite’s so keen 

I've grown much larger than I used to be. 


Oh, there’s nowhere left to run to, 
And there’s nowhere to retreat. 
And there’s no one left to run from, 
But there’s someone left to eat! 


Fire, fire, fire 

Chasing humans up a tree. 
Fire, fire, fire, 

Scorching everyone I see. 


You ate my wife and family 

As if they were hors d’oeuvres. 

But you taught Johnny’s pet that game, you fools. 
And fire lizards don’t play by the rules. 
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THE ONE SYLLABLE CHORUS SONG 


Words & Music: © 1985 Paul Mac donald 


G 
There was a filker at a recent con, 
Em 
That person would play on and on. 
C 
Singing songs known to few, 
D7 
That was not the thing to do. 
G 
Most annoying to the crowd 
Em 
Was not that he was loud, 
C . 
But much more often than not 
D D7 


All the words he forgot, 
G -- Em -- C - D -- G 
He went...ahh (etc) 


Con parties are quite the rage 
Especially if you’re under age. 
All types do congregate 

To hours early...or is it late? 
But we pay for debauchery, 
Singing, drinking and lechery. 
The next day when we awake 
In a groggy, hungover state 


We go... 


Filkish traditions are a joy, 

The fennish language we do employ: 
Mundane, fiawol, gafiate, 

Fanzines, genzines, gee words are great. 
The fennish practice most enjoyable 

Is that done by girl and boyable; 
Backrubs done by night or day, 

And when things get carried away 


We go... 


NON-COMBATANTS 


Words: © 1986 Cecilia A. Eng 
Music: “Take Me Over the Sea” 


G 

My blue dragon and me 
C D7 

Have found we completely agree: 


We don't want to go to the thread-fall no more 
Am D7 
Where flaming blue dragons get thread-laced and sore! 


G 
CHORUS: Take me off to Between 
C D7 
Where the burning thread can't get at me! 
Am D7 Am 
Oh my, I don't want to die, 
D7 G 


I want to go home! 


When we fly with the wing 

We only can think of one thing: 

We don't want to fly through a thread-laden sky 
Where dragons and riders get thread-scored and die! 


CHORUS 


We know these feelings are wrong 

And we don't dwell upon them for long. 

We never would dare to admit to the weyr 
Such undragonly thoughts and unmanly despair. 


CHORUS 


et 


^ CARMEN MIRANDA’S GHOST 


Words & Music © 1985 Leslie Fish 


Am 

Carmen Miranda’s ghost is haunting Space Station Three. 

F Dm F Dm 

Half the staff has seen her, plus the portmaster and me. 
E F E F 

And if you think we've had too much of Cookie's homemade rum, 
Am E Am 

Just tell me where those basket-hats of fruit keep coming from? 


Don’t go down the cargo-bay when there’s no ship in dock. 
You just might hear maracas clack and get a nasty shock 

And if you hear a rhumba-beat, don’t pass the messroom door; 
You just might see a tangerine come rolling down the floor. 


We sometimes catch a glimpse of her by station night or day, 
But when we try to catch her, she just laughs and fades away. 
The station’s chief headshrinker takes his notes and fills his cup. 
We get rotated often, but she still keeps showing up. 


We don't know why we're haunted here, or why it’s her that haunts. 
We've got a betting pool for all who wonder what she wants. 

The best odds say she likes the rhythm of the station's drive; 

They didn't have phase generators while she was alive. 


Carmen Miranda's ghost is haunting Space Station Three. 

Not that we're complaining, since the fresh fruit all comes free. 
But now and then we wonder what it means for the human race 
That ghosts of generations past are taking off for space. 


CHANGING TIMES 
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Words & Music © 1985 Leslie Fish 


C 


My first lover was a high school stud, 


G 


And everybody envied me. 


D 


But when he tried covering other mares, 


D7 


G 


I was miffed as I could be. 


C 


D 


The Other Woman was a fluffball. 


G 


E 


Now wasn't I supposed to care? 


A 


I put cayenne-pepper in her gym-shorts, 
C 


Which neatly ended that affair. 


My second lover was a college jock, 
And everybody envied me, 


But he spent all his time on the playing-field. 


I was miffed as I could be. 
The Other Woman was a football. 
Now wasn't I supposed to care? 
I rigged a firecracker in the pigskin, 
Which neatly ended that affair. 


My third lover-was a techno-freak, 
And everybody envied me. 


But he spent all his nights computer-hacking. 


I was miffed as I could be. 
The Other Woman was a computer. 
Now wasn’t I supposed to care? 
I put some real worms in his Apple, 
Which neatly ended that affair. 


My fourth lover was a designer, 

And everybody envied me. 

But he preferred stitching with his buddy. 

I was miffed as I could be. 
The Other Woman was another man. 
Now wasn’t I supposed to care? 

I sneaked Super-Glue in his KY-jelly jar, 
Which neatly ended that affair. 


(Add here any extra verses that fit) 


So I’m miffed at men altogether. 
I can’t find a single one that’s true. 
Since they all like to waltz with something different, 
I guess that I can too. | 
Now the Other Woman is no problem, 
And I don't have to deal with jealousy. 
My steady date is a cucumber, 
And he's absolutely true to me! 
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CHALLENGER 7 


Words: © 1986 Ellen C. C. Kranzer 
Music: "Sweet Hope of Glory” (modified) 


The Challenger sat on the pad. 

The whole world watched as NASA had 
A plan to make this space flight show 
Just how far man could get up and go. 


CHORUS: They had a sweet hope of glory in their souls 
They had a sweet dream of glory in their souls 
And, although they died, they died to find 
That sweet dream of glory in the sky. 


NASA saved a shuttle place 

To send a teacher into space. 

A stellar PR move it seemed 

To let one live what she had dreamed. 


CHORUS 


Christa McAuliffe joined the crew. 

Six vet’ran spacemen were chosen too. 
The seven were to make the trip, 

To leave'earth on that rocket ship. 


CHORUS 


Just after launch something went wrong, 
A ball of flame engulfed the craft. 

The nation mourned this tragic loss. 
But, still, the dream of space lives on. 


CHORUS 


RAW! 


Words & Music: © 1986 Bill Sutton 


CHORUS: G C 
Rah! Rah! Siz-Boom-Bah! 
G D 
Money's what we're living' fah 
G C 
Tie of red and shirt of blue -- 
G D G 
Sell your grandma too! 
G C 

We've gathered here together 
e D 

For to tell you all the Word 

G C 
To tell you all a tale 
G D G 
The likes of which you've never heard. 
G C 
Though you may not believe me 
D 
It's the truth without a hitch -- 
G C 


A guaranteed and foolproof way 
G D G 
That you can make me rich! 


CHORUS 


The plan is very simple 

It’s as plain as apple pie, 

I give you things to sell 

Which you must sell or else you die 
You reinvest your profits in our 
Perfect company 

Which means of course your profits 
All come rolling back to me! 


CHORUS 


The product doesn’t matter 

I don’t care just what you sell 

The only thing worth selling is 

The tale I have to tell 

And when you’re broke and homeless 
And I’m living in a dream 

Just find some dimwit sucker 

To pull into your own scheme! 
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LITTLE FUZZY CHARACTERS 


Words: © 1986 Jordin Kare 
Music: "Little Fuzzy Animals" © 1984 Frank Hayes 


When you sit down at Frank's typer, why, you may like what you see. 
The screen scrolls up so smoothly as you tap upon the keys. 

But when you get a printout, you will fly into a rage 

At those little fuzzy characters upon your page. 


Those little fuzzy characters, little blurry characters, 
Little fuzzy characters upon your page. 


Ah, but if it's Frank that's typing, and you're reading what he's writ, 
And the meaning is unclear to you, with words that do not fit, 

It isn't that you're foolish, and it isn't that you're dense, 

It's those little fuzzy sentences that make no sense. 


Those little fuzzy sentences, complex compound sentences, 
Little fuzzy sentences that make no sense. 


Yet if you keep on reading, and you find things coming clear, 
And your brain is filled with wonders, with visions new and queer, 
Then that's when you should worry, for he's driving you insane 
With those little fuzzy paragraphs that rot your brain. 


. Those little fuzzy paragraphs, right justified paragraphs, 
Little fuzzy paragraphs that rot your brain. 


So if you see Frank at his typer, it is best you run away 
To save your sight and sanity. But if you have to stay 

Then pluck the petals from his daisy wheels... Coat his disks with super glue... 
Get those little fuzzy letters... before they get you! 


LITTLE FUZZY ICICLE 


Words: © 1986 Bob Kanefsky 
Music: "Little Fuzzy Animals" © 1984 Frank Hayes 


When you look for Halley’s Comet you may not like what you see. 


You may drive up to the highest hill and climb the tallest tree, 
But it’s not an awesome fireball you'll see there from the top. 
It’s a little fuzzy icicle: a great big flop. 


It’s a little fuzzy icicle, little fuzzy icicle, 
Little fuzzy icicle: a great big flop. 


Is this the dreadful omen that has chased us through the years, 
That brings about calamities whenever it appears? 

The same one legends warned us of in centuries gone by? 

Why, that little fuzzy icicle can’t hurt a fly. 


Why that little fuzzy icicle, little fuzzy icicle, 
Little fuzzy icicle can’t hurt a fly. 


Whatever cosmic bureaucrat has scheduled these events 
Has either got a cruel streak or a lack of common sense: 
Our superstitious ancestors got fireballs while we 

Get a little fuzzy icicle that’s hard to see. 


Little fuzzy icicle, little fuzzy icicle, 
Little fuzzy icicle that’s hard to see. 


When you've looked for Halley's Comet through the dark and chilly night 


And you drive away dejected at the dawn’s first early light, 
Just be sure to check the tires on your car or on your truck. 
They say little fuzzy icicles can bring bad luck. 


Little fuzzy icicles, little fuzzy icicles, 
Little fuzzy icicles can bring bad luck. 


CHORDS: Am Dm E 


Am. F E 

Am F E 

Am E Am 
Am Dm 


Am > Am 
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